




’The Tragedy of Hamlet 

The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Cjertrard doe notdrinke. 

QuceA will my Lord, Ipray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyloned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinkeyet Madam, by and bvl ' 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. J ‘ ' 

Laer. My Lord He hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoftagainfl my conference. 

Ham. Come, for the third Laertes, you doe but daflv 
I pray you pafle with your beft violence, ° ™ dy 

I am fure you make a wanton of me, 

Laer. Say you fo ? come on. 

OSlr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer . Have at you now. * 1 

.tf«ff.Part them, theyareincensc, 1 
Ham. Nay come againe. 

O/r.LooketotheQueen thereho.' 

^^She fwounes to fee them bleed. 
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frince of Denmark^ 


Ad. Trealbn, treafon. , , , 

Kmjr O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here thou inceftuous damned Dane, 

Drinke offthis potion : is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother. , Of. 5 * 

Z/rff.He isjuftly ferv d, it is a poyfon temper d by him- 
Exchange forgiveneffe with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee, ’ 

Nor thine on me. „ , 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow the: : 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance* 

That are but mutes or audience to this aft, 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 

Is Arift in his arreA) O I could tell you j 

But let it be : Horatio I am dead, • j 

Thou liveA, report me and my caufe aright 

To the unfatisHed. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dam, 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

Ham. As th’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven lie hav’t : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name. 

Things Aanding thus unknown, ftiall I leave behind me ? 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath in pains A march a 

To tell my Aory : what warlike noife is this ? fane of. 

Enter Ofricke. 

Ofr. Young Tortinhrafe with conqueft come from Poland . 

Th’Embafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my fpirit j 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from England, 

But I doe prophefie the eleftion lights 

On Fortinhrafe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’occurrents more and leflfe 

Which 
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